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No. 2 


“THE MILL ROOM РОТЕ" 
To Ellen B. 


My title has been "Mill Room Pote" 
Since early in the spring 

And now I've gained one more, I note; 
That is, "The Hateful Thing." 


Upon my way to mend a mit 
Some day she'll swing a board 
And there will be one soakin' hit 
Upon my poor old gourd. 


My friends will come with sighs and groans 
Their face with tears immersed; 

And they will lug my lifeless bones 
Right out the door feet first. 


Then may I lie where daisies spring 
And on the stone be wrote, 

"Неге lies that 'mean old hateful thing’ 
Once was the 'Mill Room Pote'." 


DUST 


A guy once said to me, said he, 
"Your head must be like putty 
To write a rhyme you've got to be 

Undoubtedly plumb nutty." 


Now, I may be a looney jay, 
My dome with cobwebs musty, 

The biggest nut in the U.S.A., 
From Frisco to Augusta. 


If in my sky-lights I have dust, 
Just underneath my hair, 

It's the kind I know that will not rust, 
I'm going to keep it there. 


It's great to have a dusty top 
And to be told about it; 

It's the kind I need in the Hoosier shop, 
I couldn't do without it. 


No. 3 I WANT TO LAFF 


I'm tickled most to death today 
Jes' cause tat I'm alive; 

I look right out across the room 
Clean down to number five. 


I feel so awful good ‘tat I 
Jus' want to yell an' holler, 
Er jus' lay dovm like er ole hog 
Right in the mud ап! waller. 


I'm tickled from my coconut 
To down below my calf; 
I want to sit down on a truck 
Un' laff esse 
Uni laff vec 
Un' laff. 


№. № FORGET YOUR SORROWS 


To forget your sorrows and just be glad 
Are the words that Riley wrote, 

And they are the best that is to be had, 
Thus says this Mill Room Pote. 


And this is the view of this Mill Room bard, 
Tho! the boards be short or long, 

Or whether they bs soft wood or hard, 
let your thoughts be mirth and song. 


It's all the same if you sweep the floor 
Or you're working in the glue; 

You'll find if you look from door to door 
There's a song for me and you. 


Though the trail be rough as you climb the hill 
Then behold the brighter view; 

Just laugh to yourself and the whole world will 
Be smiling back at you. 


No. 5 OCTOBER IS HERE 


The good old summer time is past, 
October is here, I see; 

I feel old winter's icy blast 
slipping up on ше, 


Soon I'll be soing on my way 
Chuck full of snorts and wheezes 
My coat all buttoned up to stay 
The howling Arctic breezes. 


The time is near when I will feel 
An ache in every bone; 

Then I'll just set around and squeal 
And howl and yelp and groan. 


'Tis then I will be gulping down 
All kinds of bitter doses, 

And see, as I come into town, 
Red ears and frosty noses. 


But there's a thought that soothes the vain; 
In six more months or so 

I'll see the violets peep again 
Along the old fence row. 


№. 6 GRACE 


There is a girl vhose name is Grace 
Who thinks she is so smart 

'Çause she can ride from place to place 
In Tuck's old choo-choo cart. 


She works in French's mill room shop 
Off bearing William's planer, 

And Bill he says if she don't stop 
He's bound to go insaner. 


She watches every passing jit, 
The boss is sure to can 'er; 

When she sees Tuck she has a fit 
And Willian has to fan ‘ter. 


It absolutely gets me dom, 
It really gets my goat 

To see her ridin' 'round the town 
In Tuck's old Henry boat. 


Says she, "Old Tuck, he is my man, 
I've set my trap to nab him. 
Long as he drives that old tin can 

I sure do aim to grab hin. 


I'll ride it east, I'll ride it west, 
That rattlin' jitney car, 

Ап! when the parson says the rest 
І'11 ride it home down thar. 


No. 7 IN THE FACTORY 


O, what are the werds of this mournful chant 
When no azure space I see? 

For the buzzing wheels in the dusty plant 
Are singing songs to me. 


They sing of the sunshine and the shovers 
In each spring-dressed nook and dell, 
They tell of the birds and bees. and flowers, 

And of things vhich the poets tell. 


They tell where the woodland mosses grow, 
Where the last year's leaves lie dead, 
Where the laughing mrmuring streamlets flow 

And the bluebell lifts its head. 


They sing of the lanes where the lambkins play, 
In the rays of the setting sun, 

Where the robin sings his cheery la, 
Then the silvery web is spun. 


Then must I stay and toil the hours, 
When my heart forsakes the gloan, 

For woodland paths and leafy bowers 
And clover fields in bloom? 


No. 8 LITTLE SHORTY SMITT 


There is a girl I'll tell you "bout 
Who really thinks she's it. 

Her name you know, I have no doubt, 
It's little Shorty Smitt. 


She spends her time the whole day long 
A settin' on a truck 

A singin' some old lively song 
"Bout down in оја Kentuck. 


She never gets a darn thing done, 
А11 she wants is the pay. 

Then she just goes hame on the run 
When she gets in the day. 


I'11 tell you now, she is some flower, 
She really is a dream: 

I know her face would surely sour 
The sweetest kind of cream. 


She wears her hair without a curl 
All done up on her biock; 

I'll say the face of this dear girl 
Would stop an eight-day clock. 


Her feet are such an awful size 
They come down with a whack, 

And she's so сгоѕѕ-еуеа when she cries 
The tears run down her back. 


The boss upon his desk did peck 
And tried his best to tell ‘er; 

She smashed her finger all to heck 
While looking at а feller. 


With one new guy the other day 
She tried to make a hit; 

She failed, alas, 'tis sad to sa; 
Poor little Shorty Smitt. 


No. 9 LOUISE OF SPICELAND TOWN 


"Your name?" said the clerk to the girl in red 
With the hair and eyes of brown. 

"Louise," she quick but plainly said -- 
"Louise of Spiceland town." 


And the way she chatted was a fright, 
Just simply beat the Dutch; 

But the foreman said she'd be all right 
If she didn't talk too much. 


They hired her to hand up stock 
On rip-saw number nine; 

She worked her jaw just like a clock 
While her tongue was keeping time. 


They let her off-bear number eight, 
To try her just a minute, 

But her chin just had, I must relate, 
Too blame much music in it. 


And her gum she was so busy chewin! 
As the boards came through to her, 
While all the time her tongue was doin' 
Forty-nine miles per. 


They took her where the oak boards slide 
O'er number seventeen; 

They placed a truck right by her side, 
And put Louise between. 


Now she is goin' some, no doubt; 
She loads those trucks up high; 
Since then we'll say, just out and out, 
She makes those oak boards fly. 


In price of cabinets you will see 
I think, a big reduction, 

For if she holds that job there'll be 
An increase in production. 


She takes a ride in her pony shay 
On a Sunday afternoon; 

She meets her neighbors on the way 
And her tongue just plays a tune. 


The ponies proudly prance and shy 
And their heads bob up and down; 
Folks rush to the door as she passes by, 
Louise of Spiceland town. 


No. 10 


To «Е TeHtEck ask. 


She иеагз her badge upon her chest 
And chews her gum a sight; 

Her truck looks like an old crow's nest, 
Her “Dame Lo gë ës E. K. 


Sometimes, to keep from work, she gets 
Right in her eye a mote; 

Then right upon the зам she sets 
And chews just like a goat. 


I'm going down to a good old town 
Where the roads are rough and rutty; 
I've off-borne Red's old saw so long 
That I've done gone clean plumb nutty. 


With my sails all set the gale to catch, 
I'm a ship on a rolling sea; 

'Cause I'm ready now for the booby hatch, 
So it's Bloomington for me. 


No. 11 SONGS FROM THE SAWS 


I see afar the coming day, 
My soft and cozy nest; 

My hard earned rocks all stored away, 
Then 1'11 sit down and rest. 


I'll rise no more at five A. M., 
And take my Crawford bike 
And little sandwich made of ham 
And ramble down the pike. 


No more I will tote my little lunch 
In the far-off days to come, 

To hear the chat of the mill-room bunch 
And the planers' mournful hum. 


No more I'l] slide those rough old boards 
O'er rip-sav number ten; 

I'll weed my taters, hoe my gourds, 
And feed my pigs and hens. 


Won't have to help saw out a box -- 
0, happy day to bel — 

Or have that mug of Eddie Cox 
Stuck up in front of me. 


I'm tired of C. McCormick's back 
Turned upon me so haughty, 

Of seein' boards put in by Jack 
And taken out by Scotty. 


No cooling breeze will o'er me pour 
From windows near the alley; 

I'll see no trucks go 'cross the floor 
Propelled by John McNalley. 


But now they've raised that old kiln door, 
My back just fairly cookin’, 

I'd sit right down upon the floor 
If Martin wasn't lookin'. 


I feel the perspiration seep, 
For breezes I would dash, 

But ‘round a truck see Henry peep 
Right over his mustache. 


So I'm going down where the skies are blue, 
Where the sun sets o'er the hill, 

And the moon comes up to cheer the night, 
And to hear the whippoorwill. 


'Neath the winter moon right by the fire, 
0, Boy! how great to be, 

In the days of June I'll twang ny lyre 
‘Neath a green and shady tree. 


As down life's path my way I wend 
Through scented clover blooms, 


The buzzing of the bees will blend 
With the saws in the old mill room. 


Then bye and bye, 0 may I be 
With the mill-room bunch of my dream, 
Bating the fruit from the shining tree 
By the side of a crystal stream. 


No. 12 THE WHOLE BATCHELOR FAMILY 


There is a family in our town, 
Their name they say is Batch; 

There's nine in all, both large and small, 
Who knows, but more will hatch? 


The sausages that feed this tom 
Are made, they say, by "Ace"; 
It's made of dogs that hang around, 

I know it by the taste. 


There's Mrs. Batch, she's learned the rule, 
She surely has a job 

To keep those two big girls in school 
And then take care of Bob. 


She works from early morn till night 
To straighten up the place, 

And when the girls don't do just right 
She'll say, "I'm goin' tell Ace." 


With the oldest boy I'm not in touch, 
His name, they say, is Harry, 

He hung around in Adams' so much 
He got a chance to marry. 


Now Roy, he's a fine young chap, 
We like to have him ‘round; 

But he's too darned much like his pap 
To ever leave the town. 


And Ruthie says her little beau 
Is looking for a parson. 

The little dear, ‘twon't be long ere 
She'll be old Missus Carson. 


Now Eckie is just full of smiles 
Whene'er you mention Bob, 

For every time you speak of him 
She's right there on the job. 


Those girls make that piano ring 
If you only let them to it; 

They play one piece that's just the thing, 
They call that piece their do it. 


Louella has a pair of skates 
And Herbert rides a wheel 

And Robert, that's the little one, 
Does nothing else but squeal. 


Now, of these folks I've told you 'bout, 
We think they are just fine; 

When many years have drifted out, 
Then may they still be nine. 


No. 13 “ DON'T BELLYACHE 


Some people's spirits seem to lag, 
At times think they're forsaken, 
And folks say they just chew the rag; 

I call it bellyachin'. 


When things go wrong and all look bad 
That you've tried good to make, 

Just smile a little and be glad 
Don't start to belly-ache. 


And when the dark clouds look like rain 
Don't pleasant ways forsake, 

For it will always be in vain 
If you whine and belly-ache. 


And every time that you feel blue 
And start to rave and rake, 

Don't start that darned old rag to chev, 
Nor howl and belly-ache. 


Зо пом, my friends, let me tell you, 
If my advice you'll take, 

Laugh and the whole world will laugh, too, 
But please, don't belly-ache. 


No. ly І SAY ME DID 


A loon named Joe crept up real slow 
To Jones's coop one night; 

The silvery moon said to that loon, 
Ebere's not a soul in sight. 

Aroused the dog of vast content, 

Who guarded Jones's flock immense, 

Then Joe, he started for the fence, 

I say he did. 


CHORUS: 


I say he did. I say he did. 

He didn't wait for anything, 

Not even for his lid. 

They heard him yell, "О, me, 0, my, 

I know dat I shall sho'ly die." 

Then for that fence that boy did fly, 
I say he did. 


He tried to reason with the dog: 
"Come, good ole doggie deah, 

If you'll jes' wait a little bit 
I'll get right out о! beah." 

But doggie did not wait for that, 

For just as quick as any cat, 

He took two yards from where Joe sat, 

I say he did. 


No. 15 THAT SALLY GIRL OF MINE 


'Twas on а pretty autumn дау, 
The sun was shinin' fine, 

We went dom by the sea to play, 
That Sally girl of mine, 


The silvery spray flashed on the beach 
As we ran hand in hand, 

And like the song, we wrote to each 
Love letters in the sand. 


And 0, those waves of golden hair, 
Those eyes that sparkled bright 

And were so wonderfully fair, 
Compared with Venus! light. 


‘Twas there upon the beach I said, 
"Come closer, please, my dear." 
She, stepping nearer, leaned her head, 

I whispered in her ear. 


And there upon the sand we necked, 
Down there beside the sea; 

And words I spoke, to the effect 
Of this: MI you have me?" 


With heavy aching in my side 
I watched the ocean swirls; 

Her eyes gleamed like the sunlit tide, 
She shook her golden curls. 


And there upon that white sea strand 
Says she, "You'll never do." 

And then she waved her little hand 
And said, "Begone! Skiddoo!" 


Though not a dollar did it cost, 
I didn't lose a dime; 

But on that autumn day I lost 
That Sally girl of mine. 


THE STRUTTIN' FEMALE 


To Pasadena I once went 
For their Parade of Roses, 
There were so many pleasure bent 
I couldn't count the noses. 


Within me I could hear a song 
While drinking lemonade, 

Till a struttin' female came along 
And spoiled the whole Parade. 


And, 0, the plans that I had laid 
That day for my regale, 

Until I spied in that Parade 
That masculine female. 


It would make a bulldog giggle; 
Give me something! Just a spade! 
let me stop that female's wiggle 
Who was wrecking that Parade. 


With trousers creased so spic and span, 
From her а man would run; 

She wants to look just like a man 
And tries to act like one. 


Enough to make one rave and spew 
At her contorting prance; 

0, for a number 'leven shoe 
To kick her in the pants. 


Now to our city comes this show; 
I'd like to see it, but, 

In case I do, I've got to know 
A male must do the strut. 


A friend of mine just said to m, 
"I'm out, alas! alack! 

If I'd watch that Parade I'd be 
A ravin' maniac." 


O se | 


Must we be forced to choke a flout 
Or smother down a sneer 

To see a female all decked out 
In military gear? | 


І speak for тапу, do not grieve 
Whene'er this show you route, 

For mary voices say, "0, leave 
Those struttini females out." 


No. 17 SPRINGTIME | 


To James Corya 


We saw him as he passed our way, 
We walked with him along 

The winding stream just for а дау, | 
Enjoying nature's song. 


Where the wheel turned ‘round in youth he knew 
And when the stones were laid 

Across the stream where the bluebelis grew 
And the reeds by the water swayed. 


He loved the springtime and the flowers 
His garden and his bees. 

He caught the sap in over-flowing 
Pails by the maple trees. 


He knew just where the foxes hide 
In the little green-clad vales. 
He loved the hills and fields beside, 
All marked by the rabbits' trails. 


But as the buds began to swell 
And the noon-day sun was bright, 

From the hills and vales he loved so well 
He waved to his friends good night. 


How well we know, and not too soon, 
At dawn where the day is long, 

When the springtime buds burst into bloon 
Ve'11 awake with the bluebirds' song. 


No. 18 COME AND SWING ONCE AGAIN 
'NEATH THE OLD APPLE TREE 


All around me the petals are falling, 
The blossoms are white as the snow, 
'Neath the old apple tree I am calling, 
Come with me to the long, long ago. 


Come and swing once again 'neath the old apple tree 
Where the song of the robin, the buzz of the bee, 
Seemed to blend with the love Songs 

I whispered to thee, 
In the swing long ago 'neath the old apple tree. 


Long, long years have passed by since we parted, 
The sun shines more dimly, it seems; 

Now I stand all alone, broken hearted, 

‘Neath the old apple tree in my dreams. 


No. 19 BACK TO INDIANA I AM GOING 


The fields of corn and clover 
Are waving in the breeze, 

I see the cows come up the lane, 
The sunset through the trees, 

The pathway through the wildwood, 
The fields I wandered o'er 

Are scenes dear to my chilchood, 
They're calling me once more. 


OT TË 


Back to Indiana Т am going, 

Back where the lone tree grows, 

For the old scenes now are beckoning 
From the state where the Wabash flows; 
Still sits the school house sunning 
In the sumacs by the way 

And I hear the children singing 

Of the Wabash far away. 


I see a little cottage beneath the cedar trees 
And as I sit within their shade in silent reveries 
I hear my mother singing songs of the far away, 
Their memories are bringing a call to me today. 


No. 20 A SONG FOR ME 


The robin red breast dear 

Has sung the same sweet lays 
Far back year upon year 

To childhood days. 


The little honey bees 
Upon the clover sway 
Bringing memories 
Fron far атау. 


The butterflies flit by 

On wings so light and free 
To tell of sunny skies 

In days that used to be. 


Down through the little vales 
The flowers blue and gold 
Whisper fairy tales 
Of days of old. 


O'er hill and plain and glade 
Wherever they may be, 

These by their life have made 
A song for me. 


№, 21 WHERE THE RIPPLING LAUGHERY FLOWS 


Just to see the sunset glow 
Beyond the distant hills, 
And when the moon shines round and low 
Just to hear the whippoorwills. 
Their far-off notes are echoing 
From the slope where the bluebell grows 
In the hills around my home sweet home, 
Where the ripoling Laughery flows. 


There are streams in song and story 
I have heard of oter and o'er, 

But they leave цу mind when I cast my line 
From the leaning sycamore. 

There the golden rays still linger, 
Where my heart forever goes, 

For in all my dreams all the sunlight gleams, 
Where the rippling Laughery flows. 


Just to hear the old school bell 
Where otner children play; 
For soon my dear school mates and I 
Will be growing old and gray. 
Back to where the golden sunlight blends 
With the scenes that my memory knows, 
I'm going back to see my friends, 
Where the rippling Laughery flows. 


No. 22 THE HOME IN THE OAK GROVE 


To Will Skinner 


There is a little cottage home 
That stands upon a hill; 

The owner sold, the world to roan, 
Now all about is still. 


He did not like this home the best, 
For change his heart did yearn, 
He hesitated toward the west, 
Then north his footsteps turned. 


He bought one up in Madison 
Its shape was like an L, 

He tried to like more than the one, 
Down where the acorns fell. 


But soon his eyes began to fill, 
Thoughts came as on the breeze 

Of that old home upon the hill 
Beneath the acorn trees. 


He sees the place he loved to sit 
Protected from the dew 

By massive boughs where fireflies flit 
Around the wandering Jew. 


Nearby a little murmuring stream 
Runs through a grassy vale 

And lulls the fishes to their drean, 
Telling a fairy tale. 


He sees his little children three 
Play ‘round that cottage door, 

He sees them climb upon his knee 
As in the days of yore. 


His wish is now when life is past, 
And from this world he flees, 

His spirit might be gently cast 
Beneath the acorn trees. 


No. 23 


№. 24 


DUSK 


Slowly the twilight is falling, 
The sun has sunk in the West, 
I hear the bob-white calling 
То his mate on yon hill's crest. 


I see the first faint gleaming 
Of the early evening stars, 

The pale new moon is beaming 
Above the pasture bars, 


On the grasses of the hill tops 
And the foliage of the trees 
Are gathered the pearly dewirops 
To be kissed by the evening breeze. 


A bat in the air is winging 
And in a tree near by 

A mother robin is singing 
To her babes a lullaby. 


And then as my heart rejoices 
I hear. the patter of feet, 

Then the murmur of childish voices: 
"Now I lay me down to sleep." 


I CANNOT SING TODAY 


Softly, slowly down the glen 
I see the shadows fall, 
And one by one in accents low, 
I hear the voices call. 


Why don't you sing the choruses 
I give to you today? 

They tell of wondrous days to come 
And of the sad sweet far away. 


Т cannot sing those songs, alasi 
The shadows fill the glen; 

Their silvery melodies arise 
But soon are lost again. 


The whispers of my fondest dream 
That came in the faltering lays 

And echo o'er each hill and stream 
I cannot sing today. 


ONLY A ROSE FROM THE OLD HOME 


Only a rose from the old home 
So small, though I love it so, 
For it brings to me sweet memories 
Of the happy long ago. 


In fancy I see the old swing 
Under the oid apple tree, 

Where the children played together, 
O, how it comes back to me. 


The dear old orchard is gone now, 
Where the robins used to play, 
The barn has fallen down since then 

And all decayed away. 


The lilac bush is there now 
Just as it used to be, 

The snowball bush by the kitchen door 
And the old mulberry tree. 


The ivy patch is there still, 
With its little flowers of blue; 
The bluebird built in the old bell post 
And the swallows in the flue. 


No. 26 


The doors from the hinges have fallen, 
The windows are broken, too; 

The old moss covered roof is bad 
And lets the rain come through. 


The old home stands on yon hill's brow, 
But precious memories yield: 

It is not known as the old home now, 
But as the old log house in the field. 


SCHOOL MATES 


Twenty-four long years have passed 
Since those dear old school days; 

With memories dear my glance is cast 
Back through the misty haze. 


I see the school house on the hill, 
I see those school mates dear, 
Ала as I gaze when all is still, 
I pause to drop a tear. 


Now while I'm looking back today, 
And for those days I pine, 

Still, farther they are borne away 
Upon the wings of time. 


Some of them have gone away 
And some near by have stayed; 
And some with heavy hearts we say 
Are in the church-yard laid. 


But in a brighter clime we'll meet, 
Old school mates gone before, 

And join with them our memories sweet 
Of those school days of yore. 


№. 27 AS НЕ STOOD BENEATH THE OLD OAK TREE 


Two sweethearts walked side by side 
Dom to an old oak tree 

Where they often icly strayed 
Happy as they could be; 

Where in the golden summer time 
He came his love to tell, 

But now as other duty called, 
He came to say farewell. 


CHORUS : 


Down beneath the old oak tree 
He heard her voice so sweet and low, 
tI know that you will faithful be, 
I will wait for you, dear Joe. 
When the roses of the summer time 
Their crimson flakes unfold, 
My love will eter remain the same 
As in the days of old." 


Years passed by, at last one day, 
Back te his home Joe came. 

Then, as in the days gone by, 
His love remained the same. 

They told him that his sweetheart true 
Was in the churchyard laid; 

Then once more, with a broken heart, 
To that old tree he strayed. 


No. 28 IN THE EVE WHEN THE SUN GOES DOWN 


All the birds sing their sweet good night lay 
In the eve when the sun goes down, 
As I look to the clouds far away 
That seem hovering over the town; 
Then a voice says once more, “I love you," 
In a dream that is ever profound, 
Memories of a day that is now past away, 
In the eve when the sun goes down. 


In the eve when the sun goes down 

All the clouds in the skies are gray, 
For a bright hope that one day I found 

Now lies dead by the side of the way. 
But a smile on the silvery moon 

Wakes anew ofer the hills low amd round, 
And a golden ray gleams from 

the goal of my dreams, 
In the eve when the sun goes down. 


No. 29 LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP 


Just a thought or two at even, 
When the sun is sinking low 
And I linger for a moment 
In the happy long ago, 
Where I roamed the fields and woodlands, 
And where the moonbeams creep, 
I would crawl into my little bed 
And lay me down to sleep. 


0, many years have passed since then, 
My toys are laid away, 
And I am weary from the toil 
Of every passing day; 
And to my bed I softly go, 
And from the darkness deep, 
An echo softly murmurs, 
"Now I lay me down to sleep." 


When at last my footsteps falter 
At the closing of the day, 

And I think of those old friendships 
Of the sad, sweet far away, 

And I seem to hear their voices, 
What a memory to keep! 

As the last time to my cot I go 
And lay me down to sleep. 


No. 30 ON THE DEATH OF MY MOTHER 


Hushed are the songs cf other days 
That took avay the years, 

The golden notes that spoke His praise 
And soothed my childish fears; 

But in a brighter world than this 
Our fondest hope now lies; 

Awake again, O chords of bliss, 
In fields of paradise. 


No. 31 A PRAYER 


Show us the way, 0 Father, 
The way Thou would have us to go; 
And teach us the things by Thy spirit, 
The things Thou would have us to know; 
And lead us to life everlasting, 
Where gladness and joy never cease, 
By Thy might and Thy love and Thy mercy 
To Thy beautiful Kingdom of Peace. 


No. 32 OUR FIRST EASTER 


Many, many years ago, 
On our first Easter day, 
When Mary came to Jesus' grave 
The stone was rolled away. 


Then John and Peter came to see 
Just where the Lord had slept; 

Then went away, but Mary stood 
Beside the tamb and wept. 


And then when Mary stooped to see 
Within the tomb again 

Two angels there, in raiment white, 
Sat where the Lord had lain. 


"He is not here," the angels said 
To Mary, "Fear not ye. 

Why seek ye Him among the dead? 
He's gone to Galilee." 


For forty days He stayed on earth 
To prove God's love to men, 
Until a cloud received Him up 
To God's great throne again. 


The Comforter He promised then 
To His disciples true 

Is saying just the same today: 
"Peace be unto you." 


No. 33 DARKNESS AND LIGHT 


The fast approach of the close of day 
A stormy night I see 

As twilight deep from the eastern way 
Comes over the meadows to me. 


The miniature portion of earth am I, 
Inmortal soul within, 

Are cast asunder when I die, 
A just reward for sin. 


And though the night is growing cold, 
My body feels no pain; 

My form becoming, as I mold, 
Part of the earth again. 


Then as my soul gropes through that night 
With many а doubtful trend, 

А multitude of Heavenly lights 
In one around me blend. 


And then a Savior's voice says, "Come." 
He takes me by the hand 

And leads me into that bright home 
In promised Canaan's land. 


He says, I shall live through that day 
Of which He is the light, 

My sins forever washed away 
In that home is no night. 


He to the fold the sheep will bring 
Whene'er the hirelings flee; 

0, death! I say, "Where is thy sting? 
O grave, thy victory?" 


No. 3h THE LORD'S HARVEST 


God made the heaven His dwelling place, 
This world His great wheat field; 

He made the seed-bed so it would 
A fruitful harvest yield. 


He gave to man the power to rule 
This whole great earth below; 
He made the seed both good and bad 

For all mankind to sow. 


God says His people here below 
Must His commandments keep, 

For whatsoe'er a man doth sow, 
That shall he also reap. 


Then we must always sow good seeds 
And not that of the tare 

Which doth partake of evil deeds 
And the fate of satan share. 


God's angels will the harvest reap, 
But the tares they'll reap before 
Will be cast away with satan 
And soon will be no more. 


Then if we always sow the best 
We shall our Savior see, 

And reap the harvest of the blest 
Throughout eternity. 


No. 35 THERE I'LL MEET YOU BYE AND BYE 


There is a river flowing 
'Mong golden hills and trees, 
Where on the boughs are growing 
The bright and healing leaves; 
Where loved ones at last shall gather, 
Never, nevermore to die; 
For today I dream of a crystal stream, 
There 1'1] meet you bye and bye. 


CHORUS: 


Let every soul o'er land and sea 
Their rapturous voices raise; 

let all the host of heaven shout 
Their joyful songs of praise 

To a mansion in His Father's house 
He leadeth you and I, 

In pastures green by the waters still, 
There І'11 meet you bye and bye. 


The Saviour is preparing 
А home far, far away, 
Mere darkness never enters 
That long eternal day; 
Where all will be joy and slainess 
And never in grief we'll sigh, 
Where there's stories told 
in the songs of old, 
There 1111 meet you bye and bye. 


There is a city golden, 
Far, far beyond the blue: 
Just read the story olden, 
It is built for me and you: 
Where the gates are open always 
And the wall is great and high, 
By His Word we are told 
that the streets are gold, 
There I'll meet you bye and bye. 


I see in all its glory 
His house above the hills, 
And as I read the story 
My heart with rapture thrills. 
Come with everlasting gladness 
With me to tread the sky, 
In one glad song, all the way along, 
There I'll meet you bye and bye. 


Number 


The Mill Room Pote 1 
Dust 2 
I Want To Laff 3 
Forget Your Sorrows h 
October Is Here 5 
Grace 6 
In The Factory 7 
little Shorty Smitt 8 
Louise Of Spiceland Town 9 
To Ethel K. 10 
Songs From The Saws 11 
The Whole Batchelor Family 12 
Don't Bellyache 13 
I Say He Did 14 
That Sally Girl Of Mine 15 


The Struttin' Female 

Spring time 

Come And Swing Once Again 

Back To Indiana I Am Going 

A Song For Me 

Where The Rippling Laughery Flows 
The Home In The Oak Grove 

Dusk 

I Cannot Sing Today 

Only A Rose From The Old Home 
School Mates 

As He Stood Beneath The Old Oak Tree 
In The Eve When The Sun Goes Down 
Lay Me Down To Sleep 

On The Death Of My Mother 

A Prayer 

Our First Easter 

Darkness And Light 

The Lord's Harvest 

There I'l] Meet You Bye And Bye 
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